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Olasgbw^Printed  for  the  Bookseller?, 


THE  BOLD  DFaOAON. 


There  was  an  ancient  fair^ 

O  she  lov'ci  a  neat  youi^jg  man^ 

But  siie  could  not  get  sly  looks  at  hkn^ 
But  only  through  her  fa;^. , 

With  her  wiaks  anil  blinks, 

ThiH  waddling  niinx. 
Her  quizzing  glass,  her  leer  and  sidl 

O  she  lov'd  a  bold  dragoon. 
With  his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle^ 
Whack  row  de  dow. 

She  had  a  rolHiig^  eye. 

It's  fellovv  it  ha^l  none,^ 
Woukl  ye  know  the  reason  why  ?— 

*Twas  bec^iise  she  had  bjat  one. 
With  her  wink%  &Ci, 

Now  he  was  tall  and  sUin, 

She  squab  and  short  was  giown, 

He  looked — ^jasLlils;jit,a.JuaiJk^iiLl^^^ 
And  she,  a  short  mile  stone. 
With  hei)  winksj  & Ca* 


6onn.  iie  led  her  to  the  oliurck. 

The  beauteous  Mrs  Flrnn, 
Who  a  walnut  could  have  cracked 

^Twixt  her  loveijr  nose  and  chln^ 
With  her  winksj  &c. 

A  tvvelvemduth  scarce  had  passed 
When  he  iaidlier  under  ground, 

Soon  lie  threiv  the  onion  from  his  eyesj 
And  touched— ten  tbons^aiid  pound. 
With  htr  wink:^,  &c. 


GIN  I  HAD  A  WEE  HOUSE. 

Gin  I  had  a  wee  house,  and  a  canty  wee  fire^ 
A  bonny  wee  v;ifie  to  praise  and  admire, 
A  bonny  weeyardie,  a-side  a  wee  burn, 
i'areweel  to  the  bodies  thot  yainnier  &  mourn 
8ae  bide  ye  yet,  and  bide  ye  yet. 
Ye  little  ken  what  may  beiide  you  yet ; 
Soriie  bonny  wee  body  may  yet  be  my  iot, 
And  ril  ay  be  caaiiy  wi'  thinking  o't. 

V/lien  !  gang  afield,  and  Come  hame  at  e'en, 
ril  f^et  my  wee  wifie  fu'  neat  and  fu*  clean^ 
And  V.  bt)nny  wee  bahniie  upon  her  kn^e, 
Tiiat  will  cry  Papa  or  Dady  to  nie* 
Am5  Wd'e  ye  yet,  &c. . 


And  if  there  should  happen  ev^r  to  be 
A  diit'rence  a'tweeii  my  wi'  wifie  and  me, 
In  hearty  good  humour,  altho'  she  be  teas'd, 
I'il  kiss  her,  and  ciap  her,  until  she  be  pleased 
And  bide  ye  yet,  &c. 


paddy's  legacy. 

My  mther  he  left  me  a  snug  littie  cot, 
Which  by  one  trifling  accident  I  never  got, 
For  dying  wifhout  his  will  having  been  madc% 
Kot  a  legacy  m  it  ever  was  paid* 

^- Twas  a  iicat  little  cot,  built  with  weather- 
board stout, 

Vv  hie h  kept  every  thing  else  but  the  weather 
clean  out, 

Had  a  pig  stye  for  poultry  without  any  door, 
It  was  two  stories  high,  and  both  on  the 
ground  floor. 

A  beautiful  garden,  with  weeds  overgr own» 
And  an  elegant  fish-pond  dried  up  by  the  sun 
Then  the  house  stood  convenient  enough  you 
may  say, 

Next  door  to  the  whisky-shop  over  the  way. 
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cTwas  a  freehold  estate,  heir  at  hiw  was  my- 
self, 

So  to  law  went  about  it  of  course  with  an  elf. 
Gain'd  the  cause,  but  to  try  it  so  long  time 
required 

The  freehold  I  lost^  ^cause  the  lease  was  ex- 
pir'd. 


WHY,  SOLDIERS,  WHY. 

How  stands  the  glass  around  ? 
For  shame,  ye  take  no  card  my  boys. 

Let  mirth  and  wins  abound., 

The^trumpets  soltnd, 
The  colours  they  are  flying,  boys. 

To  figrit,  kill,  or  wound. 

May  we  still  be  found. 
Content  with  our  hard  fate  my  boys, 

On  the  cold  ground. 

Why,  soldiers,  why, 
Should  we  be  melancholy,  boys  ? 

Why,  soldiers,  why  ? 

Whose  business  His  to  die? 

What,  sighing  ?  fie  ! 
Don*t  fear,  drink  on,  be  jolly^  be^ys, 

*Tis  he,  you,  or  I, 

Coid,  hot,  wetj  or  dry, 
WeVe  always  bound  to  follow,  boys, 

And  scorn  to  fly. 
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^Tis  but.  141  vni^i,— 
I  mean  nor  to  upbraid  you  boySj— 

^  Tis  but  in  vain 

Ft>r  Holdiars  to  complain, 

Siioiild  next  campaign 
Send  ITS  to  Mm  who  niade  us,  boys^ 

We're  free  from  pain, 

But,  if  we  remain,  , 
A  bottle  ann  kind  landlady 

Cure  all  a  gain  • 


1?HE  LASSIE   1  LOE  BEST  OF  a' 

Hae  V8  seen  in  ihe  calm  dewy  m,orning, 

The  red  bi'east  wild  warbling  sae  clear 
Or  the  low  dwelling,  snow.breasted  gawan, 

Sur-charged  wi'  mild  e'ering's  soft  tear,, 
O  then  ye  hae  seen  my  dear  lassie, 

The  lassie  I  loe  best  of  a' 
But  far  Irae  the  hanie  o'  'My  las.si^, 

Vm  monie  a  lang  i^il^  aw. 

Her  hair  is  she  wingo'  the  bfeckbiM, 
Her  eye  is  the  eye  o'  th^  dave, 

Her  lips  are  the  red  blusbing  rose-bud. 
Her  bosom's  the  palate^ love. 

Tho'  greeii  be  thy  iiauks  O^^^'^et  Glulha, 
Thy  beauties  ne'er  chaftn  me^¥a, 
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"orglve  me*  ye  maid  of  sweet  Cfiitlui^ 
My  heort  is.  wi-  lier  that's  aw  a, 

}  love.thou'rt  a  dear  fleeting  })leasurv?5 

The  sweetest  we  niortaLs  Jiere  know, 
kit  sooii  a^  thy  heay'ii  bright  beaniirjgj 

OVi'ca3^t  with  the  darkness  of  wo, 
the  moon  ou  the  ofti  changing  oceaUj, 

Delight's  the  lone  mairiner's.  eye^ 
'ill  red  rush  the  storms  of  the  desert. 

And  dark  billows  tumble  on  high. 


o  wha's  at  MX  qua  umber  door^ 

O  wha's  at  my-chaumb^r  door? 

*  Fair  widow^i  are  ye  wauking 
Auld  Carle^  your  suit  give  o'er. 

Your  love  lies  a'  in  tauking* 
Give  me  the  lad  that's  young  and  tight^ 

Sweet  like  £in  April  meadow  ; 
^Tis  sic  as  he  can  bless  the  >>ight 

And  bosom  of  a  widovv^— 

*  O  widow,  wilt  thou  iet  me  in, 

I'm  pauky,  wise,  and  thrifty, 
lim  eorne  of  a  right  gentle  kin^ 

An'  little  mair  than  fifty.* 
Daft*carle,  dit  your  mouth, 

What  signifies  h^w  pauky 
Or  geijtl^  born  ye  be-r-bot  yoiith> 

In  loye  your  but  a  gawky. 


8 


^  Then,  widow,  let  these  guineas  speak,  . 

That  pmve?  fully  plead  clinken, 
And  if  they  fail,  ray  mouth  Til  steek,  ^ 

And  nae  mair  love  will  think  on.'  i 
These  court  indeed,  1  maun  confess, 

I  think  they  make  you  young  sir, 
An  ten  times  belter  can  express 

Affection  than  your  tongue,  sir. 

YAKROW 

I  dream'd  a  dreary  dream  last  night, 
^  God  keep  us  a'  frae  sorrow^ 
1  dream'd  I  pu'd  the  birk  sae  green, 
Wi'  my  true  love?  on  Yarrow. 

ril  read  your  dream  my  sister  dear, 

rU  tell  }ou  a'  your  sorrow : 
Ye  pu'd  the  birk  wi'  your  true  love, 

He's  kiird,  he's  kilVd  on  Yarrow. 

,  0  gentle  wind  that  bloweth  south 

To  where  my  love  repaireth. 
Convey  a  kiss  to  his  dear  mouth, 
And  tell  me  how  he  faiieth. 

But  o'er  yon  glen  run  arm'd  men, 
Have  wrought  me  dool  and  sorrow, 

They've  siain,  they've  slain  the  cowelie^st  swai 
He  bleeding  lies  on  Yarrowt 


